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silence that you cannot break. And when dawn comes
at last, already a little weary, and really without fresh-
ness or youth, it may be, you will see a few white houses
far, far away, or a solitary horseman, gigantic against the
sky, or a man asleep, sitting far back on his ass, or a
herd of swine at a distance, moving in a cloud of dust,
or a great bird, motionless in heaven, hovering over the
carcase of a dead mule; but they will all seem strange to
you, a mirage in the dawn, things of a dream that soon
fade away into the immense horizons.
It is quite another impression that you receive in
Jerez, the busy town where for three hundred years
Englishmen have suffered and prospered, lived and died.
It was of one of these I was reading, on a long
afternoon I spent there on my way to the sea; and
since his tale is one of those which can never be old,
and again because he was my countryman, being a good
western man, whose name was Richard Peake, born in
Tavistock, in Devon, in the seventeenth century, I beg
my reader's leave to set down his naKve, heroic story, as
he wrote it.
RICHARD PEAKE'S TALE
Loving Countrymen! Not to weary you with long
preambles, unnecessary for you to read, troublesome
for me to set down; I will come roundly to the matter:
entreating you, not to cast a malicious eye upon my
actions, nor rashly to condemn them, nor to stagger in
your opinions of my performance; since I am ready with
my life to justify what I set down, the truth of this
relation being warranted by noble proofs and testimonies
not to be questioned.
I am a Western man; Devonshire my country, and
Tavistock my place of habitation.
I know not what the court of a King means, nor what